CHAPTER           ONE
ludicrous. Its folly cries to the heavens. To tell you
why, I should have to write a history of the world, so
you must take for granted this fact, of such vital
interest to the student of world events.
There was a knock at the door. I was given a
parcel. I tore away the paper. It was The Royal Road
to Romance. From the jacket, I gathered that it had
sold 120,000 copies in the U.S.A. I opened it at
random, my fingers trembling with excitement.
Here, at last, I should look myself face to face, should
have that privilege (for which every writer secretly
dreams) of reading my own work for the first time.
It happened that I turned to page 19. It was a de-
scription of Mr. Halliburton's ascent of the Matter-
horn, in the company of a friend. Taking a deep
breath, I read:
'In that fierce moment of intense living we felt our
blood surge within us. The terrors and struggles of
the climb were forgotten. The abyss beneath us, the
bewildering panorama about us, cast a spell that awed
me to silence.
* "Oh Dick," whispered my friend In such un-
usually solemn, tones that I awaited some great in-
spired utterance about the sublimity of Nature and
the glory of God. ...
* "At last," he continued, "at last I can actually
spit a mile!"'
And, at that, I heaved a sigh of relief. If it is true
that a man is known by the company he keeps, I
appeared to be still unique*